the upheavals which would pave the way for classic works. This
remark shows that even a Goethe was not able to foretell history
in advance. For the classic works came without the upheavals;
and when the upheavals came, the classic works failed to appear.
At the time of Wallenstein and Wilhelm Meister, of the Phdno-
menologie and the Farbenlehre, there was no German nation; at
the time of Baumbach and Brachvogel there was. The floraison of
Gothic and Scholasticism had its roots in the wretched fiasco of
the Crusades; the Italian Renaissance unfolded its superb vege-
tation in .the midst of the most desolating political conditions;
Calderon and El Greco were contemporary with the complete
overthrow of Spanish world-domination; Rome ruled the world,
but had to draw every architectural motif, every drama-fable, and
every philosophical idea from Greece. When Charlemagne revived
the Roman Empire, he also attempted a spiritual rebirth, which
was a complete failure. Is there, then, a state of antagonism be-
tween the political and the cultural rise of a people? For, per
contra, the era of Pericles was the fruit of the Persian wars; the
English Renaissance occurred in the period of the victory over
the Armada; Descartes, Pascal, and Moliere were the subjects of
Richelieu, Mazarin, and Louis XIV. Undoubtedly history has its
laws; but they are so mysterious and complicated that they cease
to be laws at all for us. We cannot, therefore, explain in so many
words how it happened that Germany in her victory and unity
forfeited nearly all her high cultural traditions, while France,
after one of the most crushing defeats in her history, unfolded the
bewitching flora of a totally new art-world.

The immediate effect of the war on German literature was the
appearance of " victory" poetry, which was throughout second-
and third-rate, unfelt, conventional, and coldly emotional. Even
the two best-known poets of the time, Geibel and Freiligrath,
failed entirely. The one produced such banal rhymes as: " Now
throw away the widow's veil, now gird thee in thy wedding-dress,
O Germany victorious! " while the other woke the echoes with:
"Hurrah, thou pride of womanhood, hurrah, Germania! How
boldly dost thou stand there, forward bending o'er the Rhine! "
In the theatre the honours went to popular mendacities of the type
of Narziss or pasteboard stories like Wilbrandt's Arria und Mes-
salina, together with amiable stupidities in the style of the Flie-
gende Blatter > such as Der Feilchenjresser and Krieg im Frieden.
Halm's stale confectionery was still a great attraction, and that
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